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MAJEST x 


Scribling FaQions are ſo Saucy g1 

To dart Curft Libels at Your Sacred 
To firkve ts Prevdepeſe. Your Royal Hei,” 
= And feek Your Life who frankly gave them 
Yet Mighty SIR, the Poets are Your own, =. (theirs 


That: Lis have fione 
Reaſon and and Pens, (fog Pole, ;® 


Nay, he that Writesagai Yay, can'twrite Seales mA 
The Sacred Nive Elefted You Supreme, | 
And Swore Allepiance to Your-Diadem; 

And all the jobbersaf the :Rhiming Crew 

Are Rebels-ev'mito chein, whicn fo to You, 


; Tr Old Loyal Bhod when Your kind Beams withdrew, 
ſlept: till they ceturn'd anew : Y 
Then ( like : Luk of Par ).is Acciydhnne | 
To deck th' Old Branches, and to ſhoot forth Young, 
Weſtminfter was an Abitwn to our Lays, 
But th' Oxford nipping Spring bad kill dour Bye, 
Had net Your Mercy-and Dzſſole:i Reel 
Stopt both their doing, and our 
Had we th' Heſborean Fruit, You peg 
. Wee'd freely drop Youa whole Chequer full, 
(But Equal etna givnit to the dull) 
Wit-by Chamelien Nourilhment conecives, 
And was decreed only to pat forth _y) 


(2) 
Hail Sacred SI R, although we have no Bazks, 
Yet we can pay ( what gone;caq give you ) Thanks; 
Thanks for the Numerons Bleſſengs which you ſhed 
© Like th' impartial Sun, on,every head; = 
Thanks fot che F a&ions, Nthige You; prey; v- ; 
And ThanksAor the Humble floop, to tell us Wb 
But Thanks above all rhinking tor Your Care 
To ſtop that-T}AP, that would have drown'd Your Heir, 


Illyftrious, 7, A ME $ thoycould:ſ not bear ſuch things, 
Wet thou Kot Son-and Brither to ſuch Kings : © | 
How-ould St think from Juftice'thou thould'ſt fly * - 
A Land, which does it to theit King deny. 


They'1 turnino! Streams back to the Fountain thr 


The Sheriffs of late fach Naturalifts are grown, % + 
n: 
And-thoſe'Grand "Jews that Tanoramus bring y 


\ & 


For Barabbas, wou'd Cratifle: their King, *—_ 


. 


Conſciences of Impenetrable $ty | 
Arms the fmall Patriat, Phot and Witneſs proof; 

'Tis ſuch a Knot as wants the Gordian Knife, * 

For ſome Confpire his Death, and fome his Lites -- - 
And Nineteen Unbelievers Damn to'Save 3 i 
That Head, that ne're was deſtin'd to a Gravye-/ 


The. Pali/h Prince is Charin'd, he fcortis weak 7 | 


. Once more Hail Sacred MO NARCH, may kind Stars 
Proſper Your Peace, and Guard You in Your Wars; 

Let God Ariſe ( who Your Awenger is ) 

And ({catter both Your Enemies and His. 

May Heaven Attend Your Councils, and Diſpoſe .. - 
Succeſs to-all that's Yours, except Your Foes: | 
Long may You Rale this Iſland with Your Nod, 7 

And let the Stabborn teel Your Angry Rod; c 
Exceed Your Father, and be like. Your God. 
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